TJie George Sand-

I console myself by thinking that Thursday next I shall be
fifty-one years old.

If you are not to come to Paris in February, I shall go to
see you at the end of January, before going back to the Pare
Monceau; I promise.

The princess has written me to ask if you were at Nohant.
She wants to write to you.

My niece Caroline, to whom I have just given Nanon to
read, is enchanted with it. What struck her was the "youth"
of the book. The criticism seems true to me. It is a real book,
while Francia, although more simple, is perhaps more finished,
more irreproachable as a work.

I read last week the Illustre Docteur Matheus, by Erckmann-
Chatrian, How very boorish! There are two nuts, who have
very plebeian souls.

Adieu, dear good master. Your old troubadour embraces you,

I am always thinking of Theo. I am not consoled for his
loss.

CCXLVI.    To GUSTAVE FLAUBERT, AT CROISSET

Nohant, 8 December, 1872

Oh! well, then, if you are in the realm of the ideal about
this, if you have a future book in your mind, if you are accom-
plishing a task of confidence and conviction, no more anger and
no more sadness, let us be logical,

I myself arrived at a philosophical state of very satisfactory
serenity, and I did not overstate the matter when I said to you
that all the ill any one can do me, or all the indifference that
any one can show me, does not affect me really any more and
does not prevent me, not only from being happy outside of liter-
ature, but also from being literary with pleasure, and from
working with joy.
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